THE    TRAIL    BACK
'Anore taima-ittokj he said. 'The wind is from over there.'
'Over there5 was the direction we were to take, and I had let
him know that we would start nevertheless. He had made ready
the harness and had come back to kneel in the opening of the
porch where he waited for me to pass him the water and bear-
skin with which he was about to ice the runners. 'You still insist
upon going/ his reproachful glance had said. He must have
dropped a word to his neighbour about this, for the eldest of the
clan, Inoayuk, came in a moment later, ostensibly for a mug of
tea but actually to feel me out After a moment of silence he had
said to me with an attempt to speak casually:
'You like this weather?5
I had said that it suited me well enough, and he had drunk
his tea and left
Actually, the day had not been hard, and when, at six o'clock,
Ohohunuak and I stopped for tea the wind was not unbearably
strong. We unloaded an empty case, set it down back to the
wind, and set my Primus inside. To right and left, Ohohunuak
placed blocks of snow as further screens against the blow. When
the water was hot we squatted inside our shelter and drank our
tea, after which he looked to the dogs while I stowed the things
away.
To myself I said, What would a man from Outside say if he
could see us together like this? By what miracle was I, so lately
come from afar, able to get along with this man of the Stone
Age? For we do understand each other perfectly, and the
understanding seems a natural one, altogether effortless. Part
of it goes on as between men Outside. I put my hand into this
sack, on the sled, and draw out a tin of tobacco. I pass It to this
Eskimo, who takes it without a word and rolls himself a cigar-
ette. He passes the tin back to me. I put it away, and I hand
him a match. All that is understandable enough.
But this sort of thing happens, which belongs only to Eskimo
life. He and I see at the same moment that the dogs' traces have
become entangled. With one impulse, both move to stop the
sled. He on his side jumps down and, dinging to the sled,